CHAPTER XX
Twelve Rifles at Vincennes
MORE than ever now did Letizia rue the day
when the sous-lieutenant threw in his fortunes
with France. The Revolution might have been
settled, but there were endless revolutions in her family.
Good fortune had been their ill fortune, for success had
spoiled them, plunging the girls at an impressionable age
in the corrupt society of Marseilles when they should have
been at home in the more wholesome, if somewhat pro-
vincial, life of Corsica, And it had changed the boys.
They might have been contented, useful citizens, had not
their brother's climb placed them on heights that turned
their heads. They even seemed now to be pulling at his
coat-tails so that they might occupy the first rung, think-
ing it was their own merit and not his genius that had
brought them where they were. And as she left the palace
after the last stormy interview with Napoleon and Jose-
phine and passed under the horse-chestnuts and by the
shining statues and arches and monuments her son had
erected, she feared that the breach between Napoleon and
Lucien might be final.
Nevertheless Napoleon weakened, as so often he did
where his family was concerned, not so far as to jeopar-
dize his policies but to give them honors and spending-
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